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Abstract
Guard of our silent reverie,...
Eleventh Hour 
Rosemary Hicks 
Guard of our silent reverie, 
Take up your post 
With rifles ready; 
Let the bugle speak. 
You came home, 
And incredibly the long years 
Fell away: 
Beyond the weariness 
Betrayed in the heavy set 
Of your shoulders, 
You were untouched by war. 
You smiled briefly 
At your outgrown picture 
That I still carry, 
And there was no bitterness in you— 
Almost, no feeling— 
You had buried all that 
Somewhere in the years 
You were away. 
When you talked, 
I crouched with you in darkness 
Watching a harbor raid. 
I saw green points of light 
From triplet shells 
Rise like stars 
In an eternity of time and space, 
And then plunge down 
To light a flaming pyre. 
Like in a movie, you had said. 
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I saw dead men, like animals; 
I stood beside you 
At your tentmate's grave, 
And could not cry; 
I saw a Flying Fortress 
Dissolve in a blinding flash; 
I felt the dull fatigue 
That follows fear. 
You came home. 
And you had not changed. 
Laughing, 
You teased the dog, and me. 
You read last year's magazines, 
And late one night 
You sorted half forgotten memories 
In a dusty trunk. 
We went dancing, 
And there was no army, 
And no war. 
Then your leave was up. 
At the station 
You became again all soldier. 
Goodbye now— 
You turned quickly from me, 
Smiled down and saluted 
As the train pulled out, 
And you were gone-
Forever. 
The hour has struck 
Eleven chimes. 
In the hush, the bugle calls, 
Sounding taps in wounded hearts 
Where the war will never cease. 
In the blue dusk 
Of gray stone walls 
I know the pale star is mine. 
And my thoughts 
Are still white candles 
Tipped with fire. 
